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fired a few shots at them, and fronted their impetuosity with glit-
tering sabres. Our young heroes made a bold resistance. They
called upon their other comrades, and endeavoured to excite them
to a general resistance. But ere long, Wilhelm lost the sight of
day, and the consciousness of what was passing. Stupefied by a
shot that wounded him between the breast and the left arm, by a
stroke that split his hat in two, and almost penetrated to his
brain, he sank down, and only by the narratives of others came
afterwards to understand^the luckless end of this adventure.

On again opening his eyes, he found himself in the strangest
posture. The first thing that pierced the dimness, which yet swam
before his vision, was Philina's face bent down over his. He felt
himself weak; and making a movement to rise, he discovered that
lie was in Philina's lap; into which, indeed, he again sank down.
She was sitting on the sward. She had softly pressed towards her
the head of the fallen young man; and made for him an easy couch,
as far as in her power. Mignon was kneeling with dishevelled and
bloody hair at his feet, which she embraced with many tears.

On noticing his bloody clothes, "Wilhelm asked, in a broken
voice, where he was, and what had happened to himself and the
rest. Philina begged him to be quiet: the others, she said, were
all in safety, and none but he and Laertes wounded. Farther,
she would tell him nothing; but earnestly entreated him to keep
still, as his wounds had been but slightly and hastily bound. He
stretched out his hand to Mignon, and inquired about, the bloody
locks of the child, who he supposed was also wounded.

For the sake of quietness, Philina let him know that this true-
hearted creature, seeing her friend wounded, and in the hurry of
the instant being able to think of nothing which would stanch the
blood, had taken her own hair that was flowing round her head,
and tried to stop the wounds with it; but had soon been obliged
to give up the vain attempt: that afterwards they had bound
him with moss and dry mushrooms, Philina herself giving up her
neckerchief for that purpose.

"Wilhelm noticed that Philina was sitting with her back against
her own tmnk, which still looked firmly locked and quite uninjured.
He inquired if the rest also had been so lucky as to save their
goods ? She answered with a shrug of the shoulders, and a look
over the green, where broken chests, and coffers beaten into frag-
ments, and knapsacks ripped up, and a multitude of little wares,
lay scattered all round. No person now was to be seen upon the